who are comedy Itself to remember but intolerable to
be with. He couldn't utter a sentence that wasn't a
pose. His vanity about his youth was childish* He
told me he was thirty-odd, and then hurriedly obscured
with his thumb the line giving the date of birth when
he showed me his military discharge papers, He was
evidently a born sponger, without even the grace to let
an acquaintance mature a little before he started Ms
spongifig. I reached the front door and found I had
forgotten my key. It would only mean more talk if I
wakened the landlady, I wandered up on the Heath
and lay down under one of the mountain-ash trees* The
milkman roused me at seven o'clock. My mother's
first words when I entered were: "How many times
have you two had it on the Heath ?" I told her to go
to hefl. With that little man!
But it wasn't the last I saw of Jack. Every Sun-
day now he came up with his tray of peanuts. His
favourite station seemed to be outside our house. He
pressed me continually with invitations to come down
to Wanstead and meet his wife and children. The
more wearied I grew of him, the more my mother took
his part. *el can't see why you're so horrid to Jack^*
she said. "It's not his fault if he's poor and has to come
up here selling his peanuts. And he likes you, anyone
can see that. I think he's charming, and look at all the
adventures he's had/' In the end I accepted, if only
to silence him. He called for me on a Saturday after-
noon. When the tram conductor climbed the steps to
us he showed a slight embarrassment. "You don't mind
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